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wWAAAMES! OOOH .. yesyesyes YEEESS .. aaahhh .. Don't stop ... You're so intense .. UUUAAAH Harder, please, 
HARDER, babe .. UUUHH, | can't hold back any longer now... Allow me to come! Pleeaase! | need to come ... Oh, 


James, please .." 
Jason panted in frenzy. He felt like losing his consciousness every second now. 


James did his very best to fuck Jason into a sexual delirium because he also wanted to get his and Jason's 
first sexual contact to be a special one. 
He hadn't known that Jason was so intense, too, and that he didn't even try to hold back his cries of pleasure 


and love. 


He had Jason's back pressed against the wall of Jason's and Lars' studio, with Jason's legs around his waist, 
and James’ right hand was around Jason's hard cock to jerk him off. 


Jason came with a loud cry of ecstasy, followed suit by James who gave a long drawn moan as his seed shot 
into Jason who gave another cry of pleasure. Both men panted in frenzy, sweat all over their faces, chests and 


backs. James legs slightly trembled. 


There were lots of basses inside the studio but the over-dimensioned drum kit couldn't have been used for a 
long time because dust covered up the cymbals, the bass drums and the snare, not to mention the drum stool 


and all of Lars' drumsticks- 


James had given a snort of disguise as he saw the mess than he sighed. Lars wasn't the best drummer all 
over the world but he was the guy who did the awful paperwork to control Metallica's income. But he REALLY 
wasn't the best drummer. It didn't matter during Metallica's most gigs or shows because the audience loved 
the shows without noticing a not so perfect instrumental line. Mostly Jason got over to the drums to help 
Lars in getting back to the correct rhythm. Jason always played his basses perfectly. 


But when it comes to sex, everything was a disaster. Lars always told Jason that he was "too exhausted to 
fuck". Jason accepted this lie, knowing that Lars simply wasn't in the mood to sleep with him - because the 
bunnies maybe could need Lars' help while he was fucking with Jason. Lars never thought of anything else 
what hadn't to do with the bunnies and their needs, not to mention the "cuddling" of males and females, 


resulting in more and more bunnies. 


James had one favorite and beloved bunny, and it was Jamie Bunny, a now castrated female bunny. Kirk always 
complained about the castration of their bunnies but finally gave in because of the masses of newborn bunnies 


and the difficulties to find ‘new parents’ for all these bunnies. 


But the actual situation couldn't be tolerated any longer. 


"I KNEW it! | FUCKING KNEW IT!" This was the angry and loud voice of Metallica's Danish drummer. "Kirk, 
haven't | told you repeatedly about the greedy glances of your fucking lover at Jason, this brainless bass 
player .. And | fucking KNEW that these both sex-monsters would fuck around the very same moment I'd 
leave my house .. But it's impertinent to fuck around in MY studio .. | can't believe it! Kirk, don't you agree? Of 


course you agree." 


Kirk looked very uncomfortable but he didn't say a word. He just weakly nodded, 


During Lars' lament James had lowered himself onto his knees until he sat down on his heels. He closely held 
Jason to make sure that the both idiots at the door didn't see Jason's sperm what covered his and James' 
belly. He didn't want to pull out his softening cock, hoping that it won't slip out, becouse he didn't want to 
blame Jason by letting Lars and Kirk greedily watch Jason's ass and the seeping of James' cum out of him. 


Jason still was a little dizzy because of his violent orgasm, and the inside of his whole body still vibrated in 
post-orgasm pleasure. He had laid his head onto James’ right shoulder, his long mane covered up his face. He 
had no intention to look at the intruders or to speak because he knew by experience that motormouth Lars 


then won't stop to yell at him and also would have tried to hurt Jason. 


"Hal | knew you'd try to hide your face, my dear Jason, because I'm sure that your face is red in shame." Lars 
gave a snort. "Aahh, yes, there are James’ strong, strong arms around you, he'll protect you ... But you both 


fucking whores are so ridiculous! This is unbelievable and .." 


"Enough now, if you don't wanna get beaten up by me," James growled, staring daggers at the drummer. "| 


won't hesitate, and you pretty well know the impact power of my fists." 


He threw back his long blond mane. It had got a little sweaty while he had given his best to fuck Jason through 
the wall. 


Lars gave another furious snort but kept shut his mouth. He knew James’ strength very well. 


All of a sudden, a bunny hopped into the studio, squeaking happily. Jamie Bunny. She wanted to be with her 


beloved James. She was followed by the four bunnies whose fur Jason had brushed. 

"It has been easy to find you both lovebirds," Lars now said. "The bunnies sat in front of the closed door to 
the studio. They all tried to stare holes into the door because they urgently wanted to get inside to cuddle 
with daddy James and daddy Jason .. | feel like vomiting on the spot.” 

Now, Jason lifted his head off James' shoulder and turned it to look at Lars and Kirk. 


"I think it would be a good idea to move out of your over-dimensioned house, Lars. For first I'll get a room in a 


hotel .." 


"Yeah, this is a really good idea" Lars looked at Kirk who bit his lower lip. "Kirk, | assume you won't stay with 


James any longer, right?" 


The dark haired lead guitarist nodded. "| don't think that I'm able to have sex with such a betrayer .." 


“That's very funny, my former darling," James sarcastically mentioned. "You haven't slept with me since half a 
year. You always have been ‘not in the mood’ or you have a fucking headache. Whatever. But you're always in 

the mood to get multiple times out off the bed to look at the bunnies ... But let me tell you that bunnies also 

like to sleep during the night times, and I'm pretty sure they hate to get disturbed every five minutes." 


"This is NOT true." Kirk shot James a furious and gloomy look. "You are a fucking liar." 


James shrugged. "I can live with that. But do me the favour to move out of MY house, and you can take the 
bunnies with you - except Jamie Bunny because she is my little, fluffy darling.” 


"Keep your fluffy darling .. And your new lover, too," Kirk gave back "I'll get a hotel room, too." 


"Oh, nonono .. | want you to stay in MY house, and all your bunnies, of course," Lars threw in, stroking Kirk's 
back. "We both are bunny-experts and don't need the notorious bunny castrator and his lover who is an also 


notorious bunny-brusher." 


‘Oh, this will be wonderful,” Kirk happily said, smiling widely at Lars. "Besides, your house is so beautiful with all 


these paintings and the whole interior." 


"Fine," James said with a grin. "I will be SO happy to watch no longer your continuously running from room to 
room with all your disgusting cleaning rags, lots of pretty toxic smelling bottles of stuff to clean up .. And 
you're mad enough to clean up all those windows week after weekn nonstop complaining that I'm too stupid to 
get my fingers good enough sorted to clean up a window, not to mention the rest of the house ... | really don't 


know how | manage to play the rhythm guitar AND do the vocals at the same time." 
He stroked Jason's back. It still was slightly sweaty, and James smiled. Jason felt so good, and he smelled good. 


"Jase, I'll help you by getting your four favorite bunnies and your other stuff out of Lars’ house ... And into 
my house. Don't even THINK about a hotel room, baby." 


Kirk arrogantly snorted and Lars followed suit while they left the studio without looking back. 


"Fucking finally," James murmured. "I really had to suffer a lot because of Kirk's obsessive cleaning and 


washing, and so on. | always feel my blood pressure rise whenever | hear the awful sound of the vacuum 


cleaner. AWFUL!" 


He smiled at Jason then kissed him. Jason sighed in pleasure as James deepened the kiss with his tongue inside 


of Jason's mouth. 


Finally they stopped kissing, and now James pulled out his softened cock. Luckily they had thought of taking a 


box of tissues with them. They cleaned themselves up and James grinned. 


"We should leave some cum on the carpet," he said in an amused tone. "Then Kirk could immediately start to 
clean up the carpet, and after this he'll clean up Lars’ drums and polishing all those cymbals until they'll shine 
~ Unfortunately, Lars won't get allowed to touch the perfectly cleaned up drums .. Kirk hates to have dirty 


fingerprints on everything inside the house .. Poor Larsie!" 


